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Qxpebition  to  &Qton  l^oors. 


LL  ye  who  love  the  game  and  gun, 
Come  listen  to  my  lay  : 
A  fearsome  toil  was  once  begun 
Upon  a  winter's  day. 


Near  Whitby's  seas  and  giant  cliffs 
Fair  Egton's  lands  are  spread  : 

Old  Wintergill  the  moors  uplifts 
By  Grosmont's  towering  head. 
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At  Egton  Lodge,  December's  morn 
Broke  dull,  with  biting  cold  : 

The  sun's  pale  beams  were  early  shorn, 
The  year  was  getting  old. 
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The  snow's  deep  wreaths  were  on  the  ground, 

The  drifts  in  hillocks  lay, 
The  rigid  frost  was  spread  around, 

Old  Winter  reigned  that  day. 
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Through  weary  miles  of  toilsome  way 
To  where  the  heathers  rise, 

Where  the  red  grouse  in  covert  lay, 
And  where  the  heath  cock  dies, 


Where  the  shrill  beater's  cry  is  loud, 
Where  ambushed  guns  do  hide, 

Where  darkly  brood  the  mist  and  cloud 
O'er  trackless  desertsiwide, 
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Where  treach'rous  bogs  so  greenly  smile 

The  hasty  foot  to  snatch, 
And  deep  ravines  look  safe,  the  while 

Unwary  men  they  catch, 
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The  sportsman  brave  must  breast  the  hill 

To  win  the  gallant  game ; 
Nor  halt,  nor  pause,  nor  rest  until 

The  summit  he  may  gain. 
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Sir  Priestley  marked  the  gathered  storm 

With  anxious  brow  and  low, 
And  scanned  the  depths  by  hills  upborne 

Of  drifting,  pathless  snow. 
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With  quick  resource  of  ready  brain 

His  mandate  passes  on  ; — 
"With  steeds  well-linked,  like  Charles's  Wain, 

This  travel  must  be  done." 
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Four  sacks,  well  filled  with  scented  hay, 
Well  bound  with  hempen  band. 
And  four  stout  horses,  to  convey 
Its  freight  to  shooting  land/' 
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A  wheelless  chaise  of  high  design 
Attracts  each  curious  gaze, 

And  ladies  see,  with  smiles  benign, 
The  car  begin  its  ways. 


With  anxious  face  the  Lady  D. 

Observes  her  stately  lord 
Borne  onward  through  the  snowy  sea, 

And  looks  the  tender  word. 
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And  other  eyes  that  mock  the  night 

And  locks  of  raven  hair, 
Remained  to  see  so  strange  a  sight 

And  watch  it  everywhere. 


P 


On,  on  they  glide  ;  some  space  they  gain, 
The  snow's  deep  piles  give  place  ; 

On  every  side  each  window  pane 
Reveals  a  smiling  face. 
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The  car  now  reels,  the  cushions  rock, 
Still  lumbering  on  its  way  : 

No  mortal  man  could  bear  the  shock, 
No  grasp  resist  its  sway. 


The  matrons  cry,  with  lifted  hands, 

The  maidens  scream  apace, 
To  see  the  Lord  of  Canwell's  lands 

Lie. prone  in  snow's  embrace. 
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"  To   see  the    Lord    of  Canwell's    lands 
Lie   prone   in   snow's   embrace." 
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With  cheery  look  and  active  bound 

Again  his  seat  is  sure  ; 
And  now  the  laugh  and  jest  go  round 

As  'twill  for  evermore. 


Tall  Yeoman  lent  his  classic  store 


Of  all  the  Grecian  bands, 

Replete  with  anecdote  of  yore 

And  notes  of  other  lan4s. 
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And,  Wayte,  'twas  thine  the  tale  to  tell 

With  legend  so  sublime 
And  wealth  of  mirth,  which  scarce  may  dwell 

On  other  lips  than  thine. 


And  onward  still  they  wend  their  way, 

Nor  at  their  lot  repine  ; 
The  beaters  march  in  stout  array, 

Like  pilgrims  to  their  shrine. 
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Old  Grosmont  witnessed  the  ascent 
With  stern,  unyielding  pride  ; 

Old  Winter's  storms  were  freely  lent 
The  cavalcade  to  hide. 
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The  snows  above  and  those  below 

Unite  to  foil  the  plan 
Of  those,  whose  brave  endurance  show 

The  hardihood  of  man. 

Bold  Elliott,  framed  for  manly  deeds, 

Of  giant  mould  and  might, 
First  in  the  dubious  pathway  leads 

On  trackless  seas  of  white. 
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The  engulfing  pit,  the  dang'rous  moss, 

By  specious  snows  are  hid, 
And  Tamworth  might  have  mourned  the  loss 

Of  him  whom  Canwell  bid. 


Down  fathoms  deep  through  snow  and  mire 
•    The  trusting  footsteps  fell, 
Of  him  whose  fame  in  Staffordshire 
All  honest  men  can  tell. 
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But  Warneford,  man  of  honoured  name, 

The  Croesus  of  the  Church, 
Disdained  to  blot  his  growing  fame 

And  leave  him  in  the  lurch. 


With  timely  aid  his  hand  he  takes, 
The  friendly  gripe  he  gives, 

His  limbs  from  freezing  ice  he  shakes, 
And  George  of  Tamworth  lives. 
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"With    timely   aid    his    hand    he  takes, 
The   friendly  gripe    he^  gives." 
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The  blinding  snows  fall  thick  and  fast, 
All  nature  owns  their  svvav  ; 

Night's  mantle  over  all  is  cast 
To  shroud  the  face  of  day, 
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In  vain  the  drivers  ply  their  arts 
With  more  than  mortal  will  ; 

In  vain  old  Benison  imparts 
The  ardour  of  his  skill. 
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On  that  wide  moor  twelve  birds  are  seen, 
The  twelve  make  instant  back ; 

The  drivers  shout  and  whoop  between 
To  turn  them  from  their  track. 


With  frighted  course  they  wheel  around 

And  skim  the  lowest  butt, 
Where  Warneford  stamps  the  snowy  ground, 

By  snowy  walls  is  shut. 
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With  eager  hand  and  steady  aim 
The  whirling  shot  is  sped  ; 

No  more  of  life  that  bird  may  gain, 
Now  numbered  with  the  dead. 


The  day  is  o'er,  the  sport  is  done, 
We  homewards  thread  our  way  ; 

The  glowing  hearth  again  is  won, 
We'll  shoot  another  day. 
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Gbe  pareona  Sbot. 
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Egton  Bridge  whilome  there  dwelt 
Two  spirits  of  the  glen  : 
The  one  in  form  of  fallow  buck, 
The  other  a  black  hen. 


Stout  Warneford  rashly  vowed  a  vow  ; 

"  In  spite  of  keeper  Benison 
I'll  slay  them  both  '  by  Jove  ! '  this  night 

I'll  sup  off  fowl  and  venison." 
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Ah  !  bootless  boast  !     The  Egton  bard, 

Recording  deeds  of  pluck, 

Shall  sing  how  Warneford  slew  the  hen, 

And  how  he  missed  the  buck. 

George  H.  Wayte,  M.A. 
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Zbe  Deatb  of  tbe  ©wl. 
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In  awful  form  and  state  she  stood 

Hard  by  her  fav'rite  dead  ; 
Where  snow's  deep  wreaths  enfold  the  wood, 


And  thus  the  goddess  said 


'■'  The  bird  of  wisdom's  eye  is  dim, 
With  grief  my  heart  is  sick  : 

And  aches  and  pains  shall  fall  on  him 
Who  did  the  owlish  trick." 


4° 


^uj,i3^ 


Beatb  of  tbe  Bucft. 
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Thou  antlered  monarch  of  the  glen, 
Why  bows  thy  stately  head  ! 

What  arts,  what  snares  of  traitor  men 
Have  laid  thee  with  the  dead  ! 
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Thine  eye,  more  bright  than  op'ning  morn, 
More  clear  than  limpid  stream, 

Is  of  its  full,  dark  beauty  shorn, 
And  lustreless  its  beam. 


Oh  !  where  could  speed  like  thine  be  found 

To  mock  the  tardy  gale  ! 
Where  thy  keen  sense  of  sight  and  sound 

To  guard  thee  in  the  dale  ! 
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Decoyed  by  hopes  of  scanty  fare 
Thy  backward  steps  did  stray, 

To  Egton's  deepest  glen  ;   to  where 
The  foe  in  covert  lay. 

Not  nobly  slain  !     Nor  sight,  nor  sound, 

Nor  sniff  of  tainted  air, 
Proclaimed  that  hunter,  and  his  hound, 

Were  hid  in  ambush  there. 


And  art  thou  dead,  thou  gallant  deer  ! 

No  more  shall  thy  does  see 
Thy  branching  horns,  by  moonlight  clear, 

At  Helmsley's  forest  tree  ! 
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Would  thou  hadst  lived  !     The  erring  shot, 
Which  erstwhile  sought  thy  life, 

Thou  didst  escape,  to  meet  the  lot 
Of  Ben'son's  vengeful  knife. 
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